Aunt Tilly's Rag by Micheline, Jack
look at the moon 
and laugh your balls off 
out there in the Blue Hills 
the milky way sings a song 
and Old Macbeth rises
from his Scottish Castle across the shore
walk through town
some cat with a hot rod
pulls out a confederate flag
and yells vote for Wallace
he's probably the guy
who threw shit in the kid's face
at the anti-war demonstration
Go out to the Blue Hills
7 Miles out of Manhattan Kansas
and look at the sky
Man creates war
and makes the machines that harvest the wheat
take your lover by the hand
and do a dance on her thigh bone
under a tree
or in the grass
and the milky way will smile down from the night sky











driving in a fog
laughing with Chinamen
your thighs driving in the dark night
moon rags in your eyes frying fish
flag of American Tilly in the wind
Aunt Tilly chopping nuts for Passover seders
Vegetarian
Organic Chili







Lily of Aunt Tilly






Tartars shining Russian boots
rings of Aunt Tilly
shining ass of Aunt Tilly
Aunt Tilly's son down to sea weed
Tilly's coat to Good Will







stinking rich Tilly 
Tilly you're a dilly 
Tilly your ass with flowers 
red rag of Spanish Tilly 
monkeys wacking off on Tilly 




Mexican Tilly in Los Gatos 
Tilly my ass hurts 
Gone Tilly 
Gone Tilly
Tilly I'm an American Poet
When you die you'll laugh Tilly
when blue coats buy industry
stocks and bonds Tilly




your nose is green
your nose Tilly

































Bronx chairs in the sunlight








your daughter Rose with Norse and Bukowski
jerking Jack off in the movies Tilly






who left the rag upstairs






















0 rag in the sunlight
wet bloody rag of life
in your world no more rags
in your world no more life







Cleveland Oklahoma, Texas Panhandle 
America Engines Flying
Ain't waiting for some Messiah to come down
Tell me I'm a poet
Mediocrity seeks the same bullshit
Art is Dead
And All censorship is against Humanity
Let the Kids rise up and make it better







Indiana, San Francisco 
Sold my blood on a Frisco line 
with a guy who done 7 years 
For Armed Robbery
Robbed of his birth right of Individuality
The Arts ain't for us poor whites
Ain't for the Real Cats
Sorry to say I've had it
Had it up to my Neck
Walked the Miracle Mile didn't have a fucking dime 
Just want to get drunk and Sing Songs
—  Jack Micheline
San Francisco, Calif.
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